MEASURE FOR MEASURE
knows better. He knows that Glaudio is a plucky lad who,
'receiving a dishonour'd life with ransom of such shame3, might
take his revenge in time to come. So he commands Claudio's
execution. The Duke, of course, prevents it, and continues to
weave his toils round Angelo, till the moment when he will fall
on him, and grind him to powder.
And, immediately, Angelo's remorse begins. He realizes
what he really is: This deed unshapes me quite.5 Yet his state
is more gracious now, when he believes himself to be a perjured
adulterer, than it was a few days before, when he believed
himself to be a saint.
I pass over the agonies of Angelo's repentance. 'Dull to all
proceedings3, he fights to maintain all that is left him, the
'credent bulk* of a public esteem which has become a mockery
to him. When Lucio brings the struggle to an end, by tearing
the Friar's hood off the Duke, Angelo realizes that his master
is one from whom no secrets are hid:
DUKE     Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence,
That yet can do thee office? ...
ANGELO                                        O my dread lord,
I should be guiltier than my guiltiness,
To think I can be undiscernible,
When I perceive your Grace, like power divine,
Hath looked upon my passes.
A cold-hearted, self-righteous prig is brought to a sense of
what he is, in the sight of his Master. A few hours before, Angelo
had turned a deaf ear to the plea 'Why, all the souls that were,
were forfeit once'. But now he can conceive no depth of guilt so
deep as his own. 'Guiltier than my guiltiness.9 It is like the
repentance of Enobarbus, 'I am alone the villain of the earth',
or of Posthumus,
it is I
That all the abhorred things o' the earth amend
By being worse than they.
For Angelo, as for Enobarbus and for Posthumus, nothing
remains save a passionate prayer to be put out of his misery:
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